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‘Unsheltered -— 
i by W.E. Lantry | 


‘It's not the same, but I know what it's like. 

| L only had to get through thirty days 

_ without a roof. I knew, if I survived 

_there'd be a waiting place of warmth. I slept 
in parks, on campuses, down on the beach. 

_ Along the curving roadsides stands of trees 


‘called out a populated welcome. I 
feared mostly human contact. Caretakers 
would turn me out each dawn in wariness. 
They hovered while I gathered all I had 
keeping a cautious distance. I would walk 
'most of each morning. When the afternoon / 


afflicted even shadows with its heat, 
I'd seek what shade I could. The unleashed dogs 
‘approached and circled, never coming close. 
[had to hoard what little food I had 
until the sunset summoned me fo eat. 

Each evening would find me planning night. 


_ Just so the cycle ran, each day the same. 

And you, who think your life is difficult, 

| who struggle with your boredom and your pain i 

| decisions lightly made, consuming time, 
| consider how youd live even a month 
ees untouched, with no place as yom own. i 


i 
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Vampire Lady i in the Economy 
by Julia Vinograd 


There’s a beautiful vampire lady draining 
numbers from the stock market, 

she’s gotten bored with blood. 

She wears a cream-colored power jacket 
tailored in back for her delicate black bat wings, 
black tumbled hair and long black stockings. 
She sinks ivory fangs into the flashing board, 
the stock market tumbles and men moan and 
wail more than when she was at their throats. 
Vampire lady locks tailored stockbrokers 
kneeling in medieval rusty iron stocks 

to drink trembling zeroes from their cell phones. 
Broken brokers don’t know where they are, 
knees in the mud. 

Vampire lady reads the Wall Street oust 
and laughs. 


| by Julia Vinograd 


Things. are so bad | 

that one of the young street guys 
was pimping hispuppy. | 
It was only 5 weeks old, eyes filmy, couldn’t 

walk yet, just rolled around trying to play | 

with a small stuffed flappy-eared white rabbit toy 
its owner kept dangling i in its face 

and grabbing back. . . 

There was a scrawled cardboard sien hk 
saying “puppy love, only a Le TT 
It costs to stop and smile. — Cl 
The young guy caught pene eyes 
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theexxon 
conundrum 


| by George Wynn 


At the counter 
at a coffee shop 
on Sixth Street near Mission 
where common folk eat 
two men with 
slumped shoulders: _ 
One big, one small, 
both with runny noses 
/and used-up eyes — 
on their second refill of coffee 
read the news. 
Little man announces 
**137 banks fail in 2009." 
Big man shakes his head, "We 
ain't got no money nohow." 
Little man pounds his 
fist, "Well, things change." 
"You're a dreamer." 
"I'm a survivor." 
Big man sighs, "That we are," 
: wrapping a big paw 
around friend's shoulder. 


NO ESCAPE 
: by George Wynn 


i those woe can n afford anymore 
_ to live in the US A.where _ 
| rewards. go to the deepest pockets 
_whose 99% of the wealth of 
_the nation pay to hide from 
‘the rest of us whose. 
‘needs outnumber them _ 


Rich Republicans 


by Buford Buntin 


want to see the poor starve, 
don't care if those in dire need 
carry poverty around | 

all their possessions © 


in knapsacks 
full of misery. — 


Ro. 
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America Speaks to Poor 


People 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


After a day of spirit numbing job searching, I 
come home, turn the radio to classical and 
collapse. Campaigning, a Slick On 
scapegoats poor pole 


1 
| Yeah, yeah | 
| maybe I’ll help. 
En garde, while I 
jab, taunt and hurl eae You gotta 
squirm first. 


2 


Failure 

you are. Crumpled 

economy you say? 

Get a job and shut-up, or you ’re 

done for. 
a 

Vil lie, 

your pain’s your fault. 

Worry’s verboten, smile 

or scram. How’s that now? What bloodied 

spirit? 


iSonic folks don’t aw 
others, bitter, know too well— ce 
aching ‘roaring = oe 

No jobs to spare 

for the unsuitable, unwelcome 
other. 
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Fit in or die oo — : 
& ‘says American democracy - : 
hidden deep beneath her toasty blanket 
of classlessness _ canals a 4 
‘forwhom? | 
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If It Cared 


by Buford Buntin 


If the city government 
really cared, there would 
be mobile care units 

lined up around the block 
attending to the 

various & sometimes 


urgent medical needs 

of the malnourished. 

Such is the blatant , 

neglect of these political 

big shots as some 

of the city’s most needy citizens 
wait for help that's mostly 

a lie. 


Homeless Creole 


Nation 
by George Wynn 
Asif 
hyper-poverty. 
was not 

bad enough. 
The poor 

now suffer 
‘beyond rough. 
Life and 

the Quake 
ain't fair. 


A homeless woman begs on a San Franscisco sidewalk. Even the most vulnerable are often abandoned. — Robert L. Terrell photo 


A Good Man 


Disappears 
by George Wynn 


While Driving Home 
by Claire J. Baker 

What a joy to see cheerful, 

high spirited playground kids... 
Yet (in reality) a homosexual 
among them fears harassment 


3 ring circustry 
by Randy Fingland 


under the big tent 
a bailout for the all-banked 
foreclosures for the low-ranked 
_unemployment for the out-flanked 


Before Sam 
left the 
free meal 


And now Bena or worse: (he has suicidal thoughts). free dickels foc tht un-spanked- @ 
the indignity he shook my hand A girl child was molested go tell it on a Congress who doesn’t 
pi wating and said, 'Man last night & threatened see eye-to-eye with constituents 
ee ep fone thanks for listening not to tell. - who live day-to-day inside the failed 
hoping aid to my PLOMIEs: A thin boy standing in shadows policies of representatives in denial 
praying not many do. looks hungry to his toes — of street-living-proof truths 
| eepwratse He made parents murdered over drugs; 


his way onto 

a bus 

headed for 
anywhere U.S.A 


I wished I could 
soften his pain 
but I couldn't 
"specially 
when he said, 
"Ten years 
of fitting 
my aging limbs 
and sore feet 
to cold concrete. 
How much longer 
can I last? 

| Maybe the 
only warmth 
I'll get 
is inside 
a coffin." 


-| grandma tends him, but she _ 
lives in a wheelchair & her house 
has been foreclosed. 


and morsels 

of food from 

any foreign 
nation that 

may care 

is for 

heaven's sake 

the quintessential 
catastrophe 


TOOLS | 
by Dee Allen 
A watchful eye 
‘| An impartial mind 
A careful ear for listening 
A lifetime of experiences magic & tragic 
| An urge to confess 
An urge to explore 
A clear enough view just to spy 
w/ your little eye 
Something beautiful or 
Something horrid 
Seen even in the most 
- Minute, mundane. 
Things.... 
Eager friend, if you so choose, 
Use these tools & use them well 
Each item is crucial to the 
Survival of any artist, writer or Misfit 


A happy playground. =: 
Yet the humanity & social safety . 
net has holes (for these kids) 

so large that not even God can 
mend them whole. 


AMAZING REPLY 
by Claire J. Baker. 


You say you love this crazy world 
yet you struggle to stay in it. 

It's far too cold, your toes are curled. 
You say you love this wicked world!? 
With frayed surrender flag unfurled 
you coax survival by the minute — 
proving you love this nutty world 
by trying daily to stay in it. 


Capitalism 

by Buford Buntin 
Capitalism, 

a REALLY talented hangman, 
puts its noose around the necks 
of the poor, the hood over 

his or her head, 

then gets paid 

for the dastardly deed. 


I Never Worked 


December Evening Stuck Inside RUV 


by W.F. Lantry by George Wynn by Eleanor Walden 

The parking structure buzzed. Six stories up, Parking tickets galore I never worked, you see. : = 
we circled, and we found an empty space the price of nights I had 7 children, 3 in diapers once. 2 : 

at last. The snow was coming in. of tranquility by © We didn’t have indoor plumbing or running water at the time. 


We slipped, and held each other up. Our coats 
let in some wind, until we reached the stairs. 
Snowflakes were dusting frozen metal treads. 


the university 
drives him up 
the California Coast. 


My husband thought it unmanly to change diapers. 
He never picked up the baby when he cried. 
(It was important, you see, not to make a “sissy’’ of a boy child.) 
It was the '50s. 
We were pre-vegan, organic gardening, politically prepubescent, 
green resolutionists. 
(Sorta like ‘premature anti-fascists” as Spanish Civil War supporters 
: were called.) 
I made soap, soup, milked goats, chased chickens and canned tomatoes. 
One thing we did well together was to sing folk songs and organize 


As we came out, a man was leaning back 
against the wall, half settled. On the ground 

a nearly empty turned up hat. He shook 

the snow flakes off as we went by. The lights 

of cars danced by in continuity 

and we walked to the restaurant row, where warmth 


Inside Seat RUV 
listening to soul 

of ocean: every 
wave as different — 
as every DNA. 

The ripples massage 
the financial strain 


Cty” ne ati ody, Tale OE A a eee hy ee 


spurred on our conversation. Chilled with ice aug : folk festivals. E 
our mixed whiskey and cosmopolitans in his brain. : But, I could sing pretty well by myself, and I was a better festival 

were just enough to make the scene outside . OLEARVZET. I, 

seem picturesque: snowdrifts against the trees. Ae with good So, you see, he divorced me. Fortunately we were married for a bit Je 
; cs ealth instead of wealth. more than 10 I 

We walked around a little, then turned back Sti . Siar ea re 

; ill, he feels his age. Why fortunately? 

towards the car. He was still there. The wall He's not ciahitcen iia et pa ! 

ee Because Social Security laws do not count unpaid domestic work as__ | 

gave little shelter. We went by. The snow patrolling the DMZ work, you see, : 1! 
had found its way inside: we brushed it off, othe Kimchee. It requires a minimum of ten years for entitlement to a spouse’s | 

backed out, and drove in line around the ramps. It's a new war now: retirement benefits. = | 

I stopped before the exit, and stepped out. finding housing for But now I get a small, but dependable, monthly income from those 10 1 
I gave him what I had. It wasn't much. the street weary years. ! 
The snowflakes settled on his upturned hat. in the land of the free. Because, you see, I never worked. | : 
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Wings 


by Julia Vinograd .—_- 


A young guy with his piled high shopping cart 
goes around the night corner hunched inside 
his torn black jacket against the wind. 

He also wears a pair of big white feather wings 
strapped to his back, hanging a little crooked. 
Feathers white as paper waiting for a poem. 


Tentative lines perch on his face like pigeon tracks. 
Did he work as a cloakroom attendant at a 
| costume ball and did the wings follow him home? 


Believing he had a home? 


Did he mug an angel who owned nothing useful? 
Words craw] in the heavy feathers like fleas 
biting memory into music. It’s cold. 


Do the wings work? 
‘Probably not, but neither does he. 


He, his shopping cart, and his big shaggy wings 


climb the knees of god 
all night long. 


cleared for landing 
by Randy Fingland 


the bloodshot red sun 

sets in early October 
against a pale blue sky 

of lessening evening light 
to bring cool nights to bed 
in the shelter a down parka 
provides under a cold 
canopy of stars 


street earning 
by Randy Fingland 


the quantity of the day 
is spent overturning 
every rock in the path 
for sustenance into 
tomorrow’s gift of rocks 


Fee ee ate no ae aS aE er eee Sera ert RNC Se eres al Sot Ree yO Ree te Oe OEE ely eens eee a ca 
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In San Francisco, a homeless woman asks for help: “Please help. Homeless and hungry. God bless.” 


storm in the port 
by Randy Fingland — 


chronic poor _ 
without recognition 

‘due to no words describe 
when no one listens 


to the shrill cries of 
starvation in this world 


| because exacting death 
is more important 


while on the planet 
than sustaining life 

as the purpose 

since plenteous actions 


deny guarantees of equal 
opportunity existence 
under the law 
of no matter what & who 


Beggar 

by Joan Clair 

The beggar seeks a coin of light 

to burn away the darkness in the mind 
and in the world and never knows 


where the coins of light derive 
or when the next dark night arrives. 


How can the heart contain an endless grief 
even while the heart believes? 
Incarnate life, the sacred bleeds. 


Waste 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


Closed 

for holidays 
not mine yet I’m shut out. 

Libraries to seek work, write poems, 
belong. 


- 


On The Lake | 
by George Wynn 


Deep 

in the woods 
away from 
angry city words 
everywhere 

he hears birds 
He enjoys 

a cool breeze 


floating 
on the lake 


reflecting 
upon the shadows 
and warmth 

of light 

Autumn season 
afternoon 

of genuine hope 

no more reason 

to spend the night 

in desolate alleys 
when there is more. 
happiness in a single 
blade of grass 


inhospitable climate 
by Randy Fingland 


this poor situation 

we inhabit 
where poverty’s unreported 
whereas pronounced 

from any doorway 

open to conscious 
recognition of why 


the economic downturn 

is a survival issue 

for the uninvesteds 

more than the investeds 
who reportedly ride 

atop this current recovery 


| Street Spirit is published by the American Friends Service Committee (AFSC). Homeless vendors receive 50 papers a day, earn 
! income and find a job providing a positive alternative to panhandling, and educate the community about social justice issues. Please 
| donate or subscribe to Street Spirit ! Help us remain an independent voice for justice! 
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broke is not broken 
by Randy Fingland 


being between two positives 
is negative 

to the one on the ground 
who absorbs the actual 
shock to the system 

as it reverberates up 

from eyes 

incognizant when 

palms fully extend 
emptiness 


Shopping Cart 
Breakfast 
by George Wynn 


A heck of a morning 
pushing the shopping cart 
| filled to the brim: 

bottles and cans 


She: old and slim 
resting to eat _ 
two Snickers bars 
a ritual of activity 
among steps.of her journey 
to the recycling mecca 


SURVIVAL 
by Claire J. Baker 


Flood waters rise on the right, 
flames roar close on the left; - 
behind them pestilence & war; 
ahead a huge gorge opens: 


There is nowhere safe to go 
but UP. 


wake-up 
by Randy Fingland 


sun breaks on 
cold night record broken 
— breaking news 


still limbs shift 
break early silence 
— creaking news 


first move up 
from the frozen ground 
— cracking back news 


Street Spirit. 
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A Poet’s Last Vision 


Editor’s note: Michael Creedon was a gifted poet who | 


| had lived homeless on the streets of Berkeley and Oakland 

_| for many years, until finally finding a measure of peace in 

this final years, writing poetry for Street Spirit, and becom- 

}-ing an integral part of the community at St. Mary’s Center. 

1. Only one month before his death on August 16, 2008, he 

| wrote a prophetic poem, “What Is It,” never published in 
Street Spirit until now. In his final days, Creedon envi- 
‘sioned a world where “politicians have joined the Peace 
Corps, and heads of corporations have split their stocks and 
shared them equally with the homeless and the beggars.” 

| This poem is his last anguished and eloquent outcry for 

“| compassion, and Creedon is the voice for “millions of coun- 
terparts without money dying slowly on the sidewalks 
begging for spare change with no place to sleep at night 
except the sidewalk or the park — both against the law —- 

| many of them extremely tortured by horrific illnesses.” 


Creedon died in a low-rent Oakland hotel, leaving behind ; 


many friends who had been greatly moved by his kindness, 
_1 his gentle snirit, and -his inspiring poetry. Truly the words of 
| the prophet were written on the tenement halls. oe 


| Will It Work? | 
by Michael Creedon 


Will it work? Z 

Will it work with all the tribes, will it work? _ 

Will it work without U.N. endorsement, 

and the rainbow of fighting uniforms, 

guns that blasted one another, 

leaders that lie and slander, couldn’t 

tell the truth to save their soul, 

skeletons with rivulets drooling fromthe corners _ 
of their mouths as they speak their spook talk. 

Is there any chance at all, will it work? 


It could work. Now Colombian cartels 

have switched to bootleg prunes, and the cars 

run on solar power, and the politicians have 
joined the Peace Corps, and heads of corporations 
have split their stocks and shared them equally 
with the homeless and the beggars, turned © 

their mansions into. museums of expensive 

auto parts that. no longer are manufactured. 
_The Pope has turned the Vatican and all its_ 
precious finery into HIV labs and hospitals run by 
impeccably honest men (no one knows where they 
| found them) not by Agency heads in Limousines, 
and seeking the cure for cancer and 
heart disease and a Disney-like tour of the body 
when it’s healthy and it’s sick; the Pope himself 
joined his friend the Dalai Lama wandering the earth 
seeking world unity and peace. - 


It will work 

as Tiffany Paris will recover 

and her millions of counterparts 

without money dying slowly on the sidewalks 

begging for spare change with no place to sleep at night 
except the sidewalk or the park — both against the law — 
many of them extremely tortired by horrific illnesses 
but too far gone to seek help, unintentionally obnoxious 
in their hallucinated demonic possessions for anyone to 
give abe food or spare change or even look at them. 


Oh yes, it will work, 
but it never has in a million years | before’ 
So tell me: What Is It? 


| i Michael Creedon _ 
‘Kandi was just coming froin St. Vincent's fore lunch; 
She was now strolling up to dinner at Beth El, the 
Place she and her friends called “The Chicken Shack” a 
‘Shehadatearinhereye, —_— 
At lunch she found that “Old Barry” 
Had just died for an uncaring town in a cold hard ond 
She used to sleep with him in the park. 
| It’s not so cold in the park in the wet wet grass 
[ When you’ ve got another body to hold. 


It’s not so good knockin’ wood when there’s sahole 
In the blood; it don’t conduce to sleep in the mayhem. 
And when the Chief of Police’s daughter says to run 

_ You better run, because you know 

| That ain’t no life in the clink. 


t 


| They say that pie in the sky will be coming sight: away, 

| They got warehouses full of mattresses in the Filmore, 
_ Three hot squares, showers and medical care. 
Vu believe it, = when I see it. 


| Seo ean Eee sonia 2S SSS ee ee 
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An elderly homeless man sleeps on a park bench in Oakland City Hall Plaza. a 


nm the street you also see a lo of p nk | 5 a 


leeping during the ee They take it 
Where they can get it. 


SS 


Street Fragments 

_ by Michael Creedon 
‘Ihave a hundred friends on the street, 
Some just to say hi to, others 

For deeper tomes. 


_ There is the good-hearted black man 
With a white beard in a wheelchair 


_ Who never asks anything but a few words. 
_ Then there’s Eric; we spent a few months _ 


_In the same halfway house. We talk 
_Kerouac, London, Mark Twain. 

- Some drink, some are strung out, 
Most not.I wonder what 2 

_ America would think of you, 

_O Street, if it could really know you. 


A A Eto 


Tom Lowe photo 
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ome crackers and: a 


‘It’s all the same. 2. We nece _ 
Waterproof t tent. The terrorists are ee y | 
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: | Only Youand | 
by Michael Creedon : - : 


: | We're living i in a land that pumps out money to foreign 
= front agencies that never reach the needy as intended, 
4 and ignores our millions dying, suffering, 


some well into old age in the street. Homelessness, AIDS, 


_ those without i income seem to draw contempt oS 
__ rather than compassion; we cross the street to avoid them. 


Only you and I can change that. 
_Yuppies and classes above complain about “the filth” 
_ that have taken over our sidewalks. 
“A simple twist of fate” and it could be you. 
None of us are entitled; some are fortunate. 
But we must get out and vote anyway. 
_ It’s the symbol of a start that occurs in the heart. _ 


March 2010 


j PS area PNP 


Do thee v ‘ounds come from’ : 


We really need a street doctor. _ _ 
| Life can get pretty weird — 
| Behind closed eyes. 
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Remember to Remember 
(I Am) 


by Michael Creedon 


When I’m walking up 19th Street, 
- remember. 


When my legs are itching furiously, 


remember. 2 
At the end of the world, — 
remember. 


When the neighbor poisons my ‘dog, 


remember. 


‘When my brother’s killed i in Iraq, 


remember. 


Remember to remember — miysell. 
Remember —IAM. 

My truest inner self is the only 
thing that’s real — the rest is just 


| a movie to make me eer, 


IAM. . 
In this instant I am onl 


1 Remember: 7 AM. 


If I remember myself, 


| I’m safe from all illusion, 


whose goal is my insanity: 
remember toremember - 

and I’m grounded and safe. 
Death can only kill me. 

For the most part, it will not 
make me eat my balls. And if 
it-does: remember. The truth is 
I AM. Remember to remember. 


iLO. 


STREET SPIRIT 


An elderly homeless woman sleeps outside a BART station on Market Street in San Francisco. 


| Sidewalk Roll Call 


_ by Michael Creedon — 
| Dawn comes — 
it’ssucha dawn-y dawn —_ 


} the Colonel yawns 


| and pokes his partner 7 


-_ 


on the cardboard in the side. 
“Time to get up.” 

The young Lieutenant rolls over: 
“I just got to sleep.” 

They’re on the sidewalk 

in a doorway on Shattuck | 


near Dwight, both Honnrably diccharecd- 
| and disabled for wounds in the Gulf War — 
still waiting for their disability checks. 


Frowzy Mary — she’s 78 years old — 
crawls out of her pile of rags 

in the park across from Berkeley High, 
got to get out and hustle some coffee, 


_so she hides her bedrags under a bush 


and limps towards McDonald’s 


where she’ll panhandle enough for a cup. 


Crystal-smoking Larry, all of 18, who 
finally crashed behind a dumpster after 
an 8-day run, moans in agony as the sun 


cracks open his eyes. Then his head starts 


clicking: Yeah, Tim oughta have some 
more by now... 


World is turning for the homeless 


like it does for all sentient beings 
and rocks and sand and salt; but 


we the living have agendas on awakening. 
The homeless are just like everybody else. 


While one man washes his car, and 
another lights his cigar, 

a homeless man hurries to make sure 
his spot’s not taken 


for good panhandling for the day. 


serene mi en 


God bless us, every one. 


Remarkable ~ 
by Michael Creedon 


J oy in the midst of anguish 
Suffering poverty & homelessness 


_ Is all I see everywhere I go. 


_ Where I expect a tragic face due to misery 


"| find the often-toothless grin of 
: Keeping on top of it. - 


Down people are some amazing animals. — 


Put them in the cold negative 


- Environment of the street- 


And they thrive like unshaven 
Greek Gods & Goddesses — 


_ without money or a place to stay. 


a FT call this remarkable. 


Lee if I (could si ee out — 
| Give them something 

To talk about. 

|Pm tired of living _ 

| On the street. 


And shunning the eae” 
| Way out on the cutting edge of 
The big knife of existence, 

The poor, the outcasts, the 
Disenfranchised just _ 

_ Deal with it — 

_Foodless, homeless, 

_ often loveless — 

_Go about the daily existence of 

| eee alive. 
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Save The World 
by Michael Creedon 


Save the world at 6:00 a.m. 
Who wouldn’t? Who can? 
I’m going out with a 

Can of RAID; 

Spray the flies 

On a dying man. 

Save the world at 6 a.m. 
Who wouldn’t? Who can? 
I’m going out with a 

Can of soup 
For the mouth 
Of a dying man. 


Lydia Gans photo 


‘Deathly Night 
by Michael Creedon | 


As long as you have a them 

| Then [havea we 

But I don’t like it that way — 
| Too many § fish in the kettle 
_Tofry. 


| Here comes a po-lice 
| And there goes a beatnik © 
_ And a len - Homeless ; 


Die. — — 


| ‘The streets are deserted — 


Bleak wind doth blow. __ 
The ravens are ready 
To fly _ 
Intoa dark ad starry night — 
And many : are going to . 
Die oo  -. 
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Moods 
by Michael Creedon 


My feet are easy; 

they’re wedded to the stone. 
No need to move them; 
they’re walking on their own. 
I’m walking down this highway 
but I’m not walking all alone. 


People try to help me 

but I always let them down. 

I moved here from the city — 
to this country from a town. 
Nobody believes me — 

they can see I’ve been around. 


So now it’s getting late at night 
I can’t see too clear. 

And now I am addressing 
my favorite friend — the Fear; 
I’m walking in the moonlight 
but my soul is getting seared. 


The Fire Is Out 
by Michael Creedon 

_In the 1940s Depression movies _ 
The men & women 
Who sleep in alleys 
Are shown warming themselves 
Around blazing fires contained in 
Metal trash cans and 
The police permit it. 
Not so today. 
The fire is out. 


THE LEFI-OUT 
by George Wynn 


Silent 
left-out 
raw alienated 
faces 
haunting 
laundries. 
Hauling 
their bundles 
doing their 
damnedest 
to stay clean, 
despite ° 
society's slap 
in the face, 
push through the 
hell 
of day to day 
living 
that somehow 
never seems 
to jell 
and is reduced 
to the level 
of collecting. 
bottles, cans 
or the bourgeoisie's 
throwaways. 


My Mercenary | 
by Cassandra Dallett 


He will 
brace bare feet in rubble 
and hurl rocks at 
tanks advance, 
chop men like 
sugar cane with machete, 
disintegrate human flesh 
with automatic gun fire. 
He’s capable. 
If asked 


he’ll run head-on | 
into a bullet storm, 


he’! dive into a burning building, . 


the deep end of the pool. 
He will ride or die, — 
but he realized 
7 he was fighting 
for his own demise,: 
a neighborhood eating its own. 
A future of 
jail cell and 
graveyard visits 
from fatherless kids. 
Another casualty 
Of the famine he’s fed - 
the plague he’s spread 
ready-rocks 
torched and inhaled 
by no longer cute 
skeletal assed girls. 
The hunger is 
in his bones 
too. 


A LIFE 
by Teddy Bakersfield 


I have done those things which I ought 
not to have done and left undone those 
things which J ought to have done. 
or) —Carson McCullers 

‘| The Heart Is A Lonely Hunter 


and each day - 

i ask myself 

how it is possible 
in the span 

of years 

called a life 

to have erred 

so often 

to have done 

so little 

to have tried 

but never found 
the Way 

yet still 
passionately want 
to begin anew 


| passing by 
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On Oakland Senior Day, a homeless advocate with St. Mary’s Center’s demonstrates for human rights. 


HAITI HAD AN EARTHQUAKE 
by Eleanor Walden 3 


Haiti had an earthquake, as you’re probably aware. 

Cuba sent in doctors, Venezuela sent in care. 
They were there the first day with their daughters and their sons, 
The U.S. took a week or more to send in troops with guns. 


Haiti had an earthquake; they needed food and water, 
Without basic necessities added to the slaughter. 

It was a tragic sample of a natural disaster 

The U.S. thought the Haitians too Black to act much faster. 


Haiti had an earthquake, the country was in trouble, 
Tens of thousand people were buried in the rubble. 

The doctors needed instruments to save the broken limbs, 
The U.S. thought security the gravest of all sins. 


Haitians had an earthquake, but look at the equation, 
Though this was one of nature, what of exploitation? 
Haitians make good baseballs and low wages have appeal 
The U.S. needs good baseballs and poverty’s a deal. 


Haiti had an earthquake, but the leader they elected, 
Aristide, by a foreign kind of earthshake was ejected. 
Democracy's an ideal that should have a global reach 
The U.S. wants a rhetoric more honored in the breach. 


Haiti had an earthquake, what will it take to help? 

When will the milk of kindness prime the human pump? 
The countries that responded were not moved by a religion, 
The U.S. knows this symptom the disease of socialism. 


Maple Leaf Renewal 


by George Wynn 


during the fall 


by Randy Fingland 


inside 
my shoes 
chilled feet 
from wet 
pavement 


Ah, the fragrance 
of flowers! 
glorious smell 
of trees. 
Poncho, backpack 

| and tent | 
lost in British 
Columbia woods. 
No shelter honcho 
to tell him what _ 
to do or not to do. 
At last — free — not 
stereotyped by his past 
to bathe in a mountain 
stream and contemplate 
nature and the future. 


Urban Lesson 
by George Wynn 


In the hot 

Eddy Street sun 
sharp broken glass 
in the middle 

of the block 

Teens walk by 
high-fiving and jiving 
a mini rap 
A child toys 

clear broken glass 
drops it for 

a bottle cap 

A bespectacled 
Buddhist nun 


At Times 
by Claire J. Baker 


the white-bearded man 
shuffling around, 
homeless downtown 


wishes the scarlet hand 
on the street light 
would come out of its 


grabs newspaper 
from trash can 
sweeps debris 
into trash can 
Child smiles at her 
she smiles at child 


curbside fixture, tap him 
on the shoulder, as if 
to urge: keep on truckin’'. 
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A Bag of Cherries 
by Julia Vinograd 


Black cherries pouring thru my fingers 

cooler than gold coins. Sweeter. 

Soft as leftover nipples ; 

after God created Eve. 

The skins moist as if the whole bag 

had just been making love. 

Sometimes 2 cherries couple on a stem, 

still stuck together. 

I bite without pulling them apart. 

It would be rude to interrupt. 

They’re too full of each other to moan with pleasure. 

I also fill my mouth. 

Purple juice stains my tongue, teeth, fingers. 
Could I give wounded soldiers cherry transfusions, is fu 
not for lost blood but for lost memories a 
when they were boys and stole from the neighbor’s | 

cherry tree, and unlike George Washington, 

lied about it? : sale 

Transfusions of sweet time while soldiers’ wounds 
ride them like wild horses in hospital beds. . 
If I didn’t eat these cherries they’d all get pregnant. 
I spit out the pits and feel cherry blossoms 


_| opening in my throat as I swallow. 


Cherry blossoms pink over soldiers’ graves. 


The Lion and the Lamb 
by Joan Clair 


“Making peace between two individuals is... a divine 
act, because it symbolizes the union of exiled parts of 
God.” — Kim Zetter 


The lion and lamb within me dwell. 
The lion preys on the inner lamb. 
When she escapes to the world without, 
there’s also a lion in wait. 

The lion within also escapes 


and preys on the lambs without, 


thinking they are other lions to be slayed. © 
Thus, lions and lambs within and without 

in great confusion go about : 

until they meet and melt in an unexpected place, 
a place of balance on the tree of life, 

the sphere of Art and Beauty, 

sometimes called the sphere of Christ. 

The sphere of mercy, the lamb, 

is called Chesed on the tree; 

the sphere of judgment, Gevorah, the lion. 

The sphere of Art and Beauty 
is called Tiferet. 

Chesed the lamb. 


‘ 


| Gevorah the lion. 


Yin and Yang. 

Tides In and Out. 

Shiva — Destruction. 

Vishnu — Preservation. 

Raging lions and trembling lambs 
finally meet in Art and Beauty, Eternal Peace 
in a place which seemed 

so beyond reach, so beyond reach. 


*Chesed, Gevorah, Tiferet are spheres on the tree of life 
in the Kabbalah. - i 


EE 


-| to kindle kindness, like 
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Shine, Dear One 


from Barbara's sermon 
by Claire J. Baker 


"Shine, dear one, shine'' — 
a phrase one might whisper 
to a recovering alcoholic, 
to a lover, 
to a baby at christening, 
to a beloved who has 
just passed on, 


ora phrase to keep within | 
near the surface 


hear me, believe me 
when my eyes urge, 
"Shine, dear one, shine."' 


Love Sannis Eternal 
by Joanna Bragen 


love springs eternal 
fires die out 

but : 

winter rains 

grow everything anew 


I love you again 


in our sad stupor 
things turn gray 


rain has come 
and washed that away 


love springs eternal 
a well 

to dip in 

when thing are too dry 

to make you look young again 


and together 
we should 


wet,fun,happy,splash 
I missed you for so long 
Iam glad 

to have us back 


Good Morning 
by Claire J. Baker 

Two squirrel pals leap 
branch to branch, reach 

a large southern limb 

and the rising sun. 

There they sit 

quietly close 

as if poised in worship. 


Reverie : 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


Warmth circles me 


I sing and remember who loved and listened, moments 


of calm strength — 

rhythmic laugher, times 

I dared 

cadences of cuddling 

the euphony of tenderness. 

I have no crystal ball but many are 
‘the memories I savor. 


Splitsville 


by Mary Meriam 


“Oh, people come and go,”’ she said and went, 


her stab at comfort like a load of ice. 


Those souls one loves and leaves, what have they meant? 
A tissue tossed which won’t be sneezed in twice? 


Or is it practice for a grander leaving, 


more permanent, like death. And who’s to blame? 
The one rejected does the greater grieving, 
but who decides who left, who stayed the same? 


The desperate reaching out when no one 
the wreck of kindness, rot of self-esteem, 


the tight-lipped phone, the solemn bed and chair, 
the nightmare masquerading as a dream. .., 


Sun kissed 


’s there, 
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A woman feeds pigeons at the old St. Mary’s Center in Oakland. 


Trickle By 


by Sue Ellen Pector 
To dare 
revealing what’s 
sacred precious dear, we, 
as seconds trickle by silently, 
give life. 


From Afar 
by Claire J. Baker . 


Son, we try to reach you. 
We sail over stormy seas 
on a rickety raft, 
hail you from afar 

in the darkness. 
You do not answer, 
but turn away — 
recalling in grief 
how our falling tears 
touched you. ~ 


Storms 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


horizon sings 
to brave boulders, persist! 

Wildest, reckless storms will ease, you’ll 
survive. 


All we can do, son is | 
remember you 
remembering us. 


Rain 

by Mary Meriam 

A dancer teaches me to run and fall. 

A singer schools me in a single note. 

An artist leads me to the one to call. 

At night, I cross the fairy castle moat, 

the Queen of Beggars, of the lost and small, 
reciting for the guests the lines I wrote. 

Though rain keeps falling in the flowing creeks, 
I listen when the noblest fairy speaks. 


Anyone could, for love, 


traverse the world 
by Mary Meriam 


Anyone could, for love, traverse the world 
Cally sings to trees, disperse the world 


She bikes through forests in a foreign land 
‘Winter summer empty purse the world 


The jet plane lifts and lowers, glints of steel 
The four winds faster, harder, curse the world 


When moss and violets line the rocky creeks _ 
When all that flows is breaking, verse the world 
Flying or stopping still to pen the page 

Having for better or for worse, the world 


My simple summary, my gift to Cally 
There is a good that will reverse the world 
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| redwood, the pine, the cypress stretch and sing, 


Red Kiss 
by Mary Meriam  —_—~ 


Who will miss me when I’m dead? 
Maybe someone reading this 

is just the sort of daisy head 

who will miss me when I’m dead 
and planted in a tulip bed. 

To her, I offer this red kiss. 

Who will miss me when I’m dead? 
Maybe someone reading this. 


For Christian 
by Claire J. Baker 


We flew the origami 
doves you made for us 
one yellow, one red 


we taped together 
and placed in 
our dashboard cup. 


The wings grew shabby, 
beaks got bent. 
They had to fly 


beyond our dashboard 
sky. We wanted you 
to know they flew for years. 


Prayer for Leaf 
by Mary Meriam 


The last old leaves have blown away, 
and I’m alone, undressed, and lost, 
shivering in a new spring breeze 
beside the lake that laps the shore. 


Blossom me slowly, bloom me good, 
and draw my fancy flowers nigh. 
Maple me softly, oak me strong, 

and let my close-green clothing grow. 


Staircase 

by Mary Meriam 

In some corner of the heavens, Wu Tsao shines, 
invisible in Western skies, and dreams. 

She sends you pictographs and longing lines, 

and listens for the wholly silent screams 

that shake your homeless sleep like doomsday signs. 
Inside the poet’s constellation gleams 

a jeweled staircase. In a winter field 

your only warmth a fire’s hollow shield. 


Gusting Yet Gentle 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


A meadow of silence to invite me in 
music from birds to hold me 
gusting yet gentle wind to sweep away my froables 


A furry, friendly fellow, this soft dog 
pillows my head atop his chest.. 

I sing 

he joins in 

we howl ina meadow, no longer silent. 


Quiet and Unbowed 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


The soft of Sue 
tickled into her wisdom once more by redwoods 
tall, proud, ancient, 

their presence their might 

quiet and unbowed. 
Soft _sage stillness. 


Tender Mit Spiky 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


Outside my window the 


I am that cypress 
in my resilience s 
in my blend of tender mit spiky. 
I am that cypress 

strong, sweet. 

I know the rhythms of her song. 


OS re eee eet pT TT 


eae 


| you don't have to be 


It's all the same 


; to the authorities 


and never should. 
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Guilt By Association 
by George Wynn 


If you're homeless 

you always fit 

the description 

of suspicious person. . 


When the un-alive 
hyper-alert want 
to make trouble | 


drunk or strung out 
you can be the 
kindest person alive: 
always ready 

to give a helping 
hand to the lame 
blind and elderly. 


to the mean-spirited | 
they'll report you 


for some silly 

jive reason; 

the men in blue 
will come running 
on the double 


And even after 
questioning, 

finding all 

evidence to 

the contrary, 

they'll leave you: 

in a quandary 

you never get used to 


Justice, Justice? We All Fall Down 
by Maxine Lyons 


Eat, sleep, read, 
Then eat, pray, eat again 


Others sleep under blue tarps, on | SOBBY mats, beg for food, pray for 
warmth. . 


A Bag Lady's 
New Courage 


Crepevine, designer coffees, (long lines for self-dripped steamy coffee) 


While longer lines wait for slices of specialty pizzas with high-end jazz — 


Growing lines of hungry, homeless and destitute people wait in line for meals in Berkeley’s People’s Park. 


and this time 


a caring soul 


holding them i in . 7 : 
theirarms. CC Gee eae 


by Claire J. Baker An older guy stands all day long leaning on his virtual table — 

Re va - 2 shopping carts gon together, puzzling out Sudoku, : | : 

for a walk telling me how he roams from place to park to dry storefronts = 
instead of “Warring at home,” he shares, too old for shelters, destined to wander, 
hershadow chuckling existentially as we looked at one another — quizzically. 
walking her, Groups leisurely sipping lattes and tasting exquisite croissants and scones 


Spreading out laptops, donning fancy rain boots, on streets lined — 
with slow-moving souls sitting chatting visiting — 


they seemed engrossed — speaking of the Haitian disaster, coffee 
preferences, spiritual quests? 


Nearby a disheveled woman spread out hee rotund self as she 
“planted herself” precariously i ina sey ke pot of 
flowering jade on College Ave 


crying to us that her social worker was away, that she needed 
money for an overnight somewhere in Oakland, 


‘but settled for a California roll and bottled water. 


Yes, the gourmet ghetto thrives while on Shattuck or Telegraph 
a woman or man barely survives 


Options in stores abound for breads multi-grained, fruited, 
sourdough or whole wheat, 


nearby where heavily crumpled over lie souls with rotting shoes on 
their feet 


a resident bent over in loose-fitting j jeans exposing his pute as he was 
folding up tarps for the day, 


others huddled close for cover from the rain, or from the : 
_ indifference of the city and the passersby. — 


kneeling down | 
at their side 


The Chase > a 
| by George Wynn - _ D 
Tension: voices 2 


of men in blue _ _ 
chasing unhoused man __ 


Garden in the Sky 
‘by Claire J. Baker 

Imay not achieve _ 

cosmic consciousness — 
_____|. maybe you won't either. 
who eludes authority y iF. : : 


by Julia Vineet 


“Ts this it?” people a 2 
looking vaguely cheated Fe 
atthe flatlawn,afewtrees 
broken asphalt, dealers and healers, 


But we can appreciate 
the stars and planets, 
galaxies we can't see, © 


to relax in solitude _ 
ima grove of trees 


lovers and shovers, drunks _ . ‘He! finds composure _ thc woan we've dared 
and hunks oftime where —_ in silence of treed _ 

2 | to bounced upon, clumsy 
bummers and summers sprawl. a Space near where fe topresteial vear 
“Ts this all?” ] bison used to roam ae 
Yes, - | and now and then _ the sun whose rays make 
_Andsometimes = | ona lucky night seeds and bulbs we plant 


- | _ it’s enough. ‘he calls home grow into their own heavens. 


People’s Park held v visions of ethereal movements ona misty Sunday morning, 
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by Julia Vinograd 


I remember trading a poetry book for a 
potted plant from a street vendor and 
bringing it to the park 

only to be told it was a house plant, 

it wouldn’t grow outside, 

didn’t I know anything? 

No, I didn’t. 

I think it was a poinsettia. 

I put it down and pretended it wasn’t mine. 
Planting surged around me like waves. 


to shouted orders and. many hands © 
grabbing at once. Spades and picks, 

ying earth and shaken petals. — 

didn’t know anything — 

ut I didn’t go away. 

hen tear gas and time. Wings of war. 

‘he cyclone fence, storms i in the street 

nd James Rector dead. 
pach spring the flowers are as young 
Ss they were that | morning  ——s™ 
yhen I didn’t know anything 

ut I didn’t t go away. 


“But the gladiok 
‘Gladiolas — gla 2 
| And here one for you,” he says, 
giving the child aflower. __ 
‘The little girl with the flower 
skips happily down the et 
‘Her mother looks on aeperenly 
“They really should take the a 
a more often 


Sacred Tenderness 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


What could mean more than tenderness? 
Antidotes fear. 

reaches deep _ 

_douses danger ; 

laughs at nonsense _ 


se heals what’s tenderest. 
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Remembering People? S Park | 


Bare backs heaving small trees into big holes _ 


